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her younger sister, too. A brother, a munition worker, had
deserted his post and was joining them. There they stood outside
the bar getting ready for the long trek. They put a table upside
down on top of a pram and the legs of the table were supposed to
serve as.protection for a lot of useless stufif they were taking. Cups
and saucers, but chiefly linen. Their dogs got ready beside the
pram and after standing us all a drink Joe got ready to close his bar.
But first he waited for the news. It came through and said that the
French Army had retired to lines the G.Q.G. had foreseen, and so
far the enemy had tried in vain to get in touch with them. Even a
moron understood the meaning of that. The news also said that
a hundred enemy divisions were thrown into the attack. They
were, if my memory serves me right, at Scnlis.
A young woman, whose husband was at the Front, and who had
decided to move with Joe's party, came shrieking out of the bar.
"They're here," she shouted, "a hundred tank divisions." "Don't be
an idiot/' I said. "There arc no hundred tank divisions in the
world." "Oh," she said, and then shouted at me, "I'm not staying,
I'm going." "It's silly to go," I said. "Is it ?" she answered. "Well,
I'm not one of those who want to eat chicken with the Bodies."
Apparently, 1 was,
Joe locked the door and they set forth. So one more bar was
closed on the square. The first to close had been the Choppc. The
proprietors were Italians. They closexl the day the Duce adminis-
tered his stab in the back. Probably they would be the first to
reopen.
Robert said in the afternoon that Michel and Suzanne were going.
Michel, who was a Maecenas of his, too, hadn't offered him a lift
either. That was depressing for a man who believed in the beauty
of friendship. His parents were gone: their hobnailed boots hod
carried them away. Robert didn't want to stay alone, so he was
going to sleep in Pedro's studio. Paul had disappeared. But
Michel. ... I went to his house and he wouldn't listen to me.
The man was in despair.
"Nous sommes Joutus" he said. "There may be resistance in the
Gironde or in the Pyrenees. But we're finished; finished/' And
he wept for himself and the France that used to be his.
The day passed slowly. Now and then we stopped and listened.
No, it wasn't gunfire.
Starved, bewildered, lonely clogs were to be seen in the streets:
people just left them before they rushed senselessly southward.
Poor little things, they stood at the street corners trembling,